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Dear Readers, 

As the harsh winter finally comes to a close, and the 
spring dips out over the horizon, The Rutgers Review em- 
barks on its final semester of the year, Spring 2011. I don’t 
know about you, but it still feels weird to write that. Two- 
Thousand-Eleven. 

2010 done and gone, and 2011 has opened with political 
strife both within the university and throughout the world. 
In January, New Brunswick saw more snow than ever be- 
fore. And March awaits the opening of the most expensive 
Broadway musical ever: Spider-Man: Turn off the Dark. Ro- 
bots compete on Jeopardy! pitting man against machine in 
a battle of pure wit. Yes, this year has surely gotten off to 
quite a start. But The Rutgers Review is working extra hard 
to keep up, including consistent updates of our Tumblr, pro- 
viding up-to-date reporting as well as online editions of the 
magazine. As always, the Facebook page is up and running. 
So please, check us out in print, on the web, and in person 
(ме | be having a bake sale asap). 

As always, we're proud but never content. I’m open to 
any comments or suggestions about The Review, please 
feel free to e-mail TheRutgersReview@gmail.com. HAPPY 
READING! 


Sincerely, 
Rob Gulya 
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turned 21 a few months ago. I have yet to go to a bar. 
Í Even if I did drink, I wouldn't go to a New Brunswick 

bar. Yuckapuckies. It’s been Just about two months since 
I stopped drinking and using nicotine. It’s almost 2 in the 
morning on a Friday night and instead of being out a party, 
Pm sitting at my laptop in my Hamilton Street apartment. 

I hear lots of drunken people screaming outside. They 
might be having fun for the moment. But I wonder if they’re 
aware that they will inevitably be caught up in the cycle of 
working in order to afford to escape with drugs. alcohol. and 
entertainment. While it’s necessary 
for some people to do that in order to 
make a better life for their children, it 
seems that Rutgers students, who are 
afforded the opportunity to pursue 
their dreams to some degree, focus 
more on getting drunk than on doing 
what they love to do. I guess getting 
drunk is what they love to do. 

I was talking to one of my best friends recently about fami- 
lies rising and falling in America, and I observed that people 
who make sacrifices for their children’s opportunities have 
soul. Those immigrants that work at the pizza places drunken 
people frequent on Easton Avenue have soul. Where is our 
soul, Rutgers? As humans, we must have souls, right? But the 
drunk people outside don’t sound like they have souls. Why is 
this? Escapism clouds the soul. Well then, what enriches the 
soul, you might ask? Immersion. 
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souls without spirits 
by sam deutsch 
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What is immersion? You can immerse yourself in any- 
thing. Even things that you might use to escape. Two exam- 
ples: music and sex. When sex really achieves its full potential, 
you're immersing yourself in your partner. That’s immersion. 
That’s soul. I’ve tried to hang out with drunken people sober. 
It doesn’t really work. The conversation isn’t as good. And 
what’s the point of hanging out with someone if you don’t have 
good conversations? Another one of the great things about in- 
teracting with other people is making memories and having 
stories to tell. Alcohol isn’t exactly conducive to memory. Peo- 
ple’s stories they get from drinking 
are either “I was so drunk I did X,” 
or just “I was so drunk last night.” 
Why do people tell these stories? I 
guess because other people can re- 
late to them. “Oh yeah, I was really 
drunk one time too.” End. 

Why is the quarter-life crisis a 
new social phenomenon? Maybe it has something to do with 
college students’ attitudes. If college students focused half of 
the energy they expend on partying on their studies and set- 
ting up careers, then maybe students would have jobs set up 
by the time they graduate. Just a thought. I don’t judge people 
who drink alcohol and do drugs. Everybody has to go through 
that at some point, unless you become a monk or a nun. But 
to come out of that developmental stage while still in college is 
a pretty unique situation. And once you do, at least from my 
experience, you will be a lot happier. 


THIS MONTH IN ASSHOLES 


BY LEE SELTZER 


O 


ement ary 


ne thing that ev- 
eryone is taught 
in pre-school, el- 
middle 
school, and high school is 


school, 


to take other people into 
consideration. You would 
think that by the time you 
college this 


would be tattooed into your 


reach idea 
mind and would influence 
all of your actions. How- 
ever, the one thing that ev- 
eryone is taught once they 
reach college is that there 
are plenty of assholes to go 
around, whom consciously 
screw people over. Just 
think about it: there are 
plenty of jerks around cam- 
pus who will gladly make 
another person’s life unnec- 
essarily difficult. 

However, the most ob- 
noxious thing I have ever 
heard of 15 people who 
know for a fact they will be commuting or living off- 
campus signing up for a lottery number. Now, I’m 
not talking about doing it for insurance, I’m talking 
about people doing it without any need for insurance. 
The only reason they do it is to exploit other students 
by selling them their lottery numbers (is this even a 
legitimate thing?) or just for “shits and giggles.” But 
Just remember, all you inconsiderate pricks out there, 
that you are screwing over REAL PEOPLE by sign- 
ing up for a lottery number for “shits and giggles.” 
Because you were given your prized lottery number 
of 572 that you will never use, someone else is going 
to struggle intensely to find a place to live next year. 
Hope you re happy. 

So what do students do when they have too high 
of a lottery number to live on campus? Well, I have 
spoken to a number of people who have been in this 
precarious situation, and believe it or not, it’s never 
easy for them, and your futile lottery number applica- 
tions certainly did not help. 

Take Kara Stapleton, for instance, who was dealt 
a lottery number in the 5000s her freshman year. 
She was hoping to get a nice dorm on College Ave, 
but this deprived her of the opportunity. Kara re- 


membered how “people in my dorm who knew they 


were going to be commuting got great lottery num- 
bers, and I was angry at them.” Additionally, be- 
cause she was forced into living off-campus so late, 
it was “stressful because all of the good houses had 
been rented already.” In the end though, she found 
a house on Dix St., which, by the way, is about a ten 
minute walk to campus, on a good day. 

Not all people forced into this situation get so un- 
lucky. Take Eric Weinstein, who was given a lottery 
number in the 5000s his freshman year. Afterward, 
he immediately took action, by “calling landlords” 
and “seeing apartments.” In the end, he found a 
landlord, who held the apartment for him until he 
made his decision. However, Eric recalls that had he 
not found that apartment right away “things would 
not have turned out so well.” In Eric’s case, then, it 
was largely luck and quick action that got him a place 
to live. 

So all of you commuters who want to get a lottery 
number for fun (and I know you are out there), just re- 
member Kara and Eric. By doing this, you’re forcing 
people like them into an uncertain search for a place 
to live. So don’t be a dick. 
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WANT: 
PRESI 


BY LEE SELTZER 


nly one word can describe today’s political 
angry. Voters are angry. Politi- 
cians are angry. The Tea Party is very an- 


O climate: 
огу. It’s hard to think that there was once a time 
where anyone was happy with the government (even 
if it was only for a few years during James Monroe’s 
presidency). Still, few today deny that Dwight Eisen- 
hower was a pretty good president, but EVERYONE 
talks about how Clinton, Bush, or Obama (or a com- 
bination of the three) were terrible presidents. 

Why aren’t people happy? The obvious thing to 
point to 15 the divisive state of politics today. But let’s 
get real, politics have always been divisive; they’ve 
always been bitter; and there has always been a lot of 
controversy. This is not a new thing. So there must 
be some other, independent factor. 

My theory: it all comes down to motivation. 
Think about it; what’s the highest position any politi- 
cian could reach? The presidency. While the presi- 
dency may hold more power than any other job, it’s 
also more stressful. As president, you make some of 
the hardest decisions anyone would have to make. 
But you get to live in a cool house and get paid a lot, 
so it’s all worth it. Right? 

Actually, the president earns about $400,000 a 
year, sounds pretty good. Sort of... but when you 
consider that since leaving her position as governor 
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of Alaska, Sarah Palin has taken in an estimated $12 
million. And the only decision she has to make is 
whether to have her daughter try out for Dancing With 
the Stars or American Idol. This, again, is after losing 
her election for the Vice Presidency, which should 
have had a negative impact on her life. She’s been all 
profit since, though. 

Sarah Palin isn’t the only person to make bank 
Look at Al Gore. While 
everyone criticized Bush for that whole Iraq thing, 


after losing an election. 


Al Gore was in his mansion writing the acceptance 
speech for his Nobel Peace Prize. I can guarantee 
that he has not for a second thought about how much 
he would have preferred to have been president. 
Even Christine O’Donnell is getting in on the fun; 
she just signed a book deal after losing her Senatorial 
race, and most people agree that she’s an idiot. 

So let’s think logically for a second, all these poli- 
ticians who lost their elections fared pretty well af- 
terward. If things are working out better for the los- 
ing candidates than for the winning candidates, why 
would anyone want to win an election anyways? So 
back in the day, kids used to say that when they grow 
up, they want to be president. Maybe tomorrow, 
еу? be saying when they grow up, they'll want to 
lose a presidential election. 
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LIBERAL CASE FOR ISRAEL 


BY NOAH GLYN 


re you a liberal? If 
you are in your teens 


A 


you attend Rutgers, then you probably are indeed 


or early twenties, and 


liberal. Polling results show that young people are 
among the most liberal groups in the country; there is 
even a popular saying, “If you are young and conser- 
vative, then you have no heart. But if you are old and 
liberal, then you have no brain.” 

І have a message to every liberal person who reads 
this: you should support the State of Israel. There is 
a misconception that only right-wing wacko nut-jobs 
back Israel, and all rational thinking liberals don’t. 
This is not true nor should it be. There is a very strong 
liberal case to be made in favor of Israel. 

Do you favor ensuring equal rights for minorities, 
women and gays? Israel does. Long before Congress 
repealed Don’t Ask Don’t Tell, Israeli gays served 
openly in the Israeli Defense Forces. Golda Meir—the 
first female Prime Minister of Israel—is among the 
most popular figures in Israeli history. Tzipi Livni—a 
мошап- 15 the current leader of the parliamentary 
opposition party, Kadima. Druze, Bedouins, Ethio- 
pians, and other minority groups enjoy equal rights 
under Israeli law. 

Do you favor independent judiciaries that are will- 
ing to pursue Justice, even against corrupt politicians? 
Israel does. Aharon Barack—the President of Israel’s 
Supreme Court for over a decade—1s an inspiration 
for many liberal judges in the United States. Israel’s 
independent judiciary holds criminals accountable, 
even the powerful ones. Former Israeli Prime Min- 
ister Ehud Olmert faces charges of corruption, for 
which he could go to jail. 

Do you favor social safety nets and universal health 
care? Israel does. Israel’s founders were socialists who 
believed in government protections, and the Israeli 
parliament passed a national health care service that 
went into effect in 1995. 

Do you believe in religious freedom for every- 
one? Israel does. Of course, there are synagogues all 
across Israel, but Israel also welcomes churches and 
mosques. Being the home to some of the holiest sites of 
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the Christian and Islamic faiths, Israel’s Declaration 
of Independence states that the country “will guaran- 
tee freedom of religion, conscience, language, educa- 
tion and culture; it will safeguard the Holy Places of 
all religions.” 

Do you support journalistic freedom to report the 
facts, even if it goes against the government narra- 
tives? Israel does. In a region full of regimes that re- 
press free speech for journalists and bloggers, Israel 
embraces criticism as an essential part of maintaining 
a liberal democracy. 

Do you oppose capital punishment? Israel does. 
The State of Israel has only carried out one execution 
in its history, and that was against Adolph Eichmann, 
the mastermind behind the Nazi “Final Solution.” 

Wall Street Journal columnist Bret Stephens calls 
the liberal case for Israel the most necessary one to 
make, because the fiercest criticisms of Israel come 
from the left. He made the point that “if you want 
to oppose Israel because you are actively in sympa- 
thy with fascist groups like the Muslim Brotherhood, 
fine... But if you are going to tell me уоште a liberal 
and a progressive, etc., etc., and you oppose Israel, 
this is either illogical or hypocritical,” because Israel 
“15 the only country in the Middle East that defends 
[liberal] values and that has expanded those rights 
consistently over its history.” 

Israel is an imperfect country, but we live in an im- 
perfect world filled with tough choices and tradeoffs. 
The next time you hear a liberal criticize Israel, you 
should ask him or her, “Compared to what?” Com- 
pared to utopian ideals, every country deserves harsh 
criticisms. Compared to its Middle Eastern neighbors 
that suppress women, deny rights to religious and eth- 
nic minorities, and squash political opposition, Israel 
is a bastion of liberalism. Israel is the only Middle 
Eastern country that follows the liberal values laid 
out in this op-ed. To be liberal is indeed compatible 
with being pro-Israel. If you consider yourself a lib- 
eral, and you find yourself answering yes to the above 
questions, then you ought to support Israel. If you still 
oppose Israel, you should at least have the intellectual 
honesty to do so from a non-liberal perspective. 


The Rutgers Review 
puts on its own big 
budget production 


feel bad for the new Broadway 
Í musical Spider-Man: Turn 

Off the Dark. Having cost in- 
vestors a reported sixty-five million 
dollars, it is the most expensive show 
of its kind. It has also been plagued 
with cast changes, technical troubles, 
and injuries, which did nothing to 
lower that total. If Spider-Man is 
successful, it can optimistically be 
projected to turn a profit by the mid- 
to-late part of the decade. Premier- 
ing on March 15th but previewing in 
New York for technical reasons (only 
one theatre can accommodate it), I 
caught a show in early January. With 
direction by Julie Taymor (Across the 
Universe, The Lion King on Broad- 
way) and music by Bono and The 
Edge, I knew it would be an interesting show. It was 
perhaps too interesting for its own good; too weird 
for what it cost. It is still entertaining, however, and 
will definitely undergo tinkering before the premiere. 
The question is if that tinkering will be to any avail. 

Spider-Man is loosely based off the 2002 film, 
containing copious original content and theatrical 
license. Act One in particular is a condensed retell- 
ing of that story, while Act Two moves in a different 
and more surreal direction, exploring a new villain, 
Arachne, as well as our hero’s psyche. The storyline 
is actually not bad, though would certainly be too 
jumbled for a straight play. Spider-Man grows into a 
sympathetic character, and his struggles carry weight. 
The show’s themes and storytelling techniques, how- 
ever, are far too artsy to generate the kind of wide 
appeal that the show needs. 

Spider-Man is not boring, but that is more because 
of its style than its aforementioned substance. The 
technical aspect, though troubled, 15 also spectacular. 
Spider-Man battles the Green Goblin in breathtaking 
fashion, with actors suspended on wires flying above 
the audience. Additionally, much of the art design 
is beautiful and quite creative. I especially enjoyed 
the way that criminals were portrayed by balloon 
blowups that Spider-Man can easily take down with 
superhuman strength. Once again though, there are 
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spider-man does broadway 
by edward reep 


flourishes and sights that cross a line and become too 
artsy, especially relating to Arachne. Artiness 15 not 
what a superhero musical needs to make money. It 
needs the type of mainstream palatability that will 
attract everyday people and tourists, not just Broad- 
way aficionados. 

Notice that I left music for the latter part of my 
discussion. It is passable. There are three or four le- 
gitimately good songs, and the rest of them are not 
particularly memorable or enjoyable but work in 
context with everything else. Perhaps if you are a U2 
fan and are more familiar with Bono and The Edge 
you will appreciate the music more. I have no burn- 
ing desire to listen to any except for one of the songs 
in my daily playlist. If blockbuster success is a must, 
this musical mediocrity may also be a problem for 
the show. I don’t see how Bono and The Edge can 
fix it though. 

For that matter, I don’t see how the production 
staff can truly fix any of the key problems associated 
with this show before it premieres. Spider-Man is a 
very entertaining musical from what I saw, but it is 
too artsy and simply not amazing enough to be the 
type of hit it needs to become in order to justify its 
sixty-five million dollar budget. Though the show 
is sold out now and months into the future, I highly 
doubt it can remain that way for five or ten years. 
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Costumed Aggression 


by Christopher Luminello 


t’s Oscar season, and that means that I’ve re- 
cently enjoyed my traditional gathering of close, 


І 


Award season (read: staying at home by myself, eat- 


cinema-loving friends to enjoy the Academy 


ing frozen mini pizza bagels and yelling at the televi- 
sion screen about how the Coen brothers deserve an 
award). But there is one problem with the Academy 
That is, of 
course, the category of Best Costume Design. 


Awards that really rustles my jimmies. 


Each year, there are some truly inspired and inter- 
esting costumes designed by talented, creative people. 
And then there’s also a period piece, wherein all of the 
women are wearing brightly colored tents or dressed 
as Betty Boop. Now, I’m not really one for such films 
(considering the whole “history” thing bores me, and 
there hasn’t been any hot royalty since Queen Victo- 
ria). But this is not the issue at hand. The problem is 
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that these movies always invariably win. That’s right 

- a movie that is based on stuff that happened wins ап 
award for designing things that already existed. This 
should not happen, unless it involves a time machine 
and Christopher Lloyd. 

First of all, let’s take a look at the winner of the 
2004 Academy Award, The Aviator, which stars that 
guy who drowns in Titanic (spoiler alert). ‘This film 
takes place in the 1920’s and follows the life of an 
aviator. And the main character, who is an aviator, 
is dressed as an aviator. Sandy Powell, the woman (?) 
who received this award, apparently designed the ge- 
neric pilot costume. And she won an esteemed award 
because of it. Sure, there were some other period cos- 
tumes in there, but they were all designs that had al- 
ready been designed. Designers who create original 
costumes, such as Colleen Atwood, the genius behind 
the very original costumes in Lemony Snicket’s А Se- 
ries of Unfortunate Events, inevitably lose to these design- 
ers. This is baffling, but it is also the least offensive 
case that comes to mind. 

In 2006, the award went to Мале Antoinette, which 
was a movie about Spider-Man’s girlfriend eating 


cake. Now, this is supposedly a “highly-stylized 
interpretation,” but my research (consisting of 
searching Google Images and a tenuous grasp 
of historical accuracy) leads me to believe that, 
at least in terms of costumes, this is a generic pe- 
riod piece with nothing particularly creative in- 
volved. Everything 15 instead reproduced from 
the time in which it was set. While it may look 
nice, it is not “designed.” It’s recycled. And it 
wins awards for this. Pm not saying that these 
recycled costumes can’t be used for artistic pur- 
poses, but there’s another award for such en- 
deavors, namely Artistic Direction. 

This trend continued in 2007, when the 
award went to Elizabeth: The Golden Age. In 2008, 
it went to The Duchess, and in 2009, it went to The 
Young Victoria. These films steal a highly sought- 
after award from people who strive to design some- 
thing original. Without having the benefit of reusing 
designs that exist, these people have nothing to work 
off of, but manage to create something from nothing. 
This, I feel, is a feat worthy of recognition. But in- 
stead, designers are rewarded for recreating generic, 
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opposite page: Marie Antoinette, directed 

by Sophia Coppola, Columbia Pictures 

left: Lemony Snicket’s A Series of Unfortunate Events, 

directed by Brad Silberling, Paramont Pictures 

bottom: The Aviator, directed by Martin Scorsese, Miramax Films 


cookie-cutter costumes that make everybody look like 
they are wearing lacy parachutes. So I suppose the 
moral of the story is, don’t be original, ever. Instead, 
take things that used to be good and pretend that you 
invented them. By doing so, you’re guaranteed to win 
an Academy Award for Best Costume Design. 
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It’s time to let her go. Lose yourself,’ Thomas Leroy 
says to Nina in the 2010 film Black Swan. As Nina 
strives to perfect her portrayal of both the seductive, 


ç 


wild black swan and the innocent white swan in a production 
of Swan Lake, dancing becomes more than just a lifestyle for 
Nina. The art form manifests itself into some sort of para- 
site, leeching onto Nina and molding her into someone who is 
obsessive, paranoid, and psychotic. 
She loses herself in her art as she 
exhibits symptoms of bulimia, be- 
gins to experience hallucinations, 
and revisits old habits of self-injury, 
all as ways to punish herself for not 
reaching her fullest potential as a 
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ars insania 
by dawn angelicca barcelona 


While artists take their risks with putting too much of 
themselves into their art, and can ultimately subject them- 
selves to various psychological disorders, they also utilize art 
as their cure-all for problems. Sylvia Plath often channeled her 
frustrations with the male figures in her life into her poetry. 
Pablo Picasso’s fight with depression after his friend’s suicide 
is marked by his Blue Period. Ludwig van Beethoven’s most 
powerful symphonies were tamed 
by his manic depression, leading 
him to spend endless hours banging 
away at his piano after scribbling 
his music onto paper. We respect 
these artists for their sacrifices and 
struggles, for having the willpower 
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dancer. At the end of the film, Ni- 
na’s passion for dance evolves into a struggle for perfection, 
leading to her death at the end of the film. 

Whether or not Nina suffered from schizophrenia or an 
eating disorder before she danced professionally, viewers are 
exposed to the side of art that can be destructive and consum- 
ing. Artists suffer from a lot of pressure, be it from parents, 
friends, contemporaries, or the media. They suffer from the 
pressure they put on themselves—always pushing to paint the 
newest masterpiece, choreograph the best dance for a compa- 
ny, or write the next widely-read anthology. They either learn 
from the experience of creating or lose their personalities in 
the process. 
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to find a purpose for their pain. 

Art, though always beautiful, is not always cathartic. Nina 
inadvertently kills herself at the end of Black Swan, whisper- 
ing “I felt it. Perfect. I felt perfect,” to her director. Accord- 
ing to the director, Darren Aronofsky, “perfection is not just 
about control. It’s also about letting go. Surprise yourself so 
you can surprise the audience. Transcendence! Very few have 
it in them.” It is up to the artists to decide how they use their 
respective crafts. They are in control of how they let them- 
selves go within their art, deciding between cautiously leaving 
pieces of themselves behind and plunging into a new piece 
with no inhibitions. 
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FILMFARE WEEKEND 


BY HEATHER PREYER 


he weekend is that spe- 
cial part of the seven day 
monotony that allows for 


relaxation and quality time with 
friends. Some weekends are filled 
with plans and others pass by un- 
eventfully. A cycle of sleeping in 
and staying out late turns out to 
be more work than given credit to. 
Catching a screening at the New 
Jersey Film Festival is a great way 
to amplify your weekend. Based 
in Voorhees Hall, the New Jersey 
Film Festival puts on screenings of 
local and international films ev- 
ery Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and 
select Thursdays in Ruth Adams 
room 001. 

The festival, which recurs ev- 
ery spring, summer and fall, is run 
by Professor Albert Nigrin, who is 
also an experimental film direc- 
tor. Each night’s selection of films 
varies: anywhere from Lars von 
Trier’s controversial апа power- 
ful Antichrist, to a documentary 
about going undercover on a mar- 
yuana farm by Adam Ross called Cash Crop. Тһе 
films are engaging and a refreshing alternative from 
the movies shown in the cinemas - and only a short 
walk away. 

This spring the festival will show Beauty #2, a 
film directed by Andy Warhol observing his first 
iconic muse, Edie Sedgwick. For anyone who has ever 
seen factory girl the name Edie Sedgwick rings a bell 
and brings up the sad portrait of a poor little rich girl. 
For those unfamiliar with the film, which stars Sien- 
na Miller, Edie Sedgwick came from one of the most 
powerful families in the country. (You know, one of 
those bourgeois families that secretly run the whole 
country., All went to Harvard or Yale, and have es- 
tates all over the place and more money than any of 
us could ever dream about.) But Edie’s childhood was 
pretty backwards and left her feeling lost in the world, 
until she wandered into the celebrity-minded Andy 
Warhol. In laymen’s terms, he doped her up and made 
her a star and slowly her parents cut off the monetary 
lifeline, leaving her lost in the world yet again. Along 


9, ¢ 


ewa ie was america’s “it” girl and was romanti- 
th ‚Еа t” girl and t 


cally linked to Bob Dylan. Edie’s face graced maga- 


zine covers and young girls wanted to obtain her mod 


look. Edie was the first girl to make stretchy black 
spandex pants look chic — sorry, Lindsay Lohan and 
Kim Kardashian. Edie’s pixie haircut and long chan- 
delier-like earrings often characterize the style of the 
1960s. Beauty #2 is the video portrait of a young, free 
spirited Edie flirting in bed with a half naked man 
and drinking cocktails. Sounds like a good Thursday 
night to me. 

On March 3rd,the NJFF will be showing another 
classic from the 60s, seconds, in the ruth adams build- 
ing. The film is a psychological thrill ride about sec- 
ond chances and new beginnings for a middle-aged 
banker who is not content with his life. The film uses 
experimental techniques and an intense soundtrack. 
The film raises the question, if you could live another 
life other than yours, would it really be that much bet- 
ter? If you could switch places with the best-looking 
person and live a lavish life, would that magically 
make you a happier person? You don’t have to switch 
your life for a change, just switch your week’s regular 
schedule and see a screening at the New Jersey Film 
Festival. 
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raids is an experimental rock band from 
Montreal, Canada who recently released 
their first LP, Native Speakers. For those 


B 


looking for something different, they should check 


them out. 

Hello. How did the four of you meet, and 
what’s it like up there in Montreal? 

We met in Calgary, Alberta and right now Mon- 
treal is full of snow. 

How did you guys decide to start a band? 

From the get go, I think we always knew that we 
would end up being in a band. We’ve all had strange 
musical backgrounds and that strangeness brought us 
together. We made a list of pros and cons on why a 
band should exist in our type of situation. We looked 
at this list, and realized that the pros list had doubled 
the cons list. It was surprising, because at that point 
we were focused on our studies. Based off of this list, 
we knew that we had to start a 

band and drop out of school. 

You used to be called “The Neighbourhood 
Council.” What was the inspiration behind that 
name, and why the name change to “Braids?” 

The Neighbourhood Council was just a name; 
much like ifa mother had a baby boy instead of a baby 
girl and realizes she has not thought about a name for 
a boy if she were to have one - so she randomly picks 
a name out of the phone book. The Neighbourhood 
Council was picked out of magazine. Since the name 
was Just a name - we decided to change the name that 
was more than a name. This was when we just moved 
to Montreal and decided to take things more seriously. 
Montreal is a very serious city. 
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an interview with braids 


by charles tong 


You’re songs are rather long, and have re- 
ceived comparisons to Broken Social Scene in 
your lengthy buildups. Га say that part of what 
makes your music fantastic is this sort of pa- 
tience. What goes into putting together one of 
your six or seven minute songs? 

Yes, why does a song have to be a certain length to 
be considered long? What is a long song? six or seven 
minutes of your life is not that long. We’ve tried writ- 
ing a two minute song just for the sake of writing a 
two minute song and it ended up being 4 minutes long. 
Usually it starts with an idea and then we expand on 
the idea then we tear apart that idea. Maybe the songs 
are long because the process is long and its inevitable 
that everything we do will end up long. 

Your new album, Native Speaker, came out 
early this year. How does it feel to have a full 
LP out, and to be touring the US and Canada? 

There is a huge wave of relief. We’ve been sitting 
on this album for over a year and these songs for over 
2. Touring the US and Canada have been wonderful; 
you can’t ask for much more than having people take 
the time to listen. Everything has been great - except 
for the part where you get sick. Right now I am sick 
and its hard to find time to get better. So I guess Pm 
going to be sick until we stop touring. I guess its good 
to be slightly sick than deathly sick. Just eat those vi- 
tamins. 
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ull of mystic energy, soul, and depth, the sev- 

enth album to bear the Bright Eyes name, The 

People’s Key, is a surprisingly pleasant album 
that brings new life to the band’s entire anthology. 

With help from newly-permanent band mem- 
bers Mike Mogis and Nate Walcott, frontman Conor 
Oberst has crafted an introspective and interesting 
collection of songs that are simply too good to ignore. 

While not nearly as emotionally or politically 
charged as earlier Bright Eyes albums, Oberst’s latest 
creation seems to have skipped over 2007’s country/ 
folk infused Cassadaga and picked up where 2005’s 
Digital Ash in a Digital Urn left off, without missing a 
single synth-rich beat. 

Oberst is noticeably older, tougher and wiser on 
this record. His voice is stronger and his lyrics and 
imagery are more cryptic and compelling. The open- 
ing track “Firewall” is a beautiful and haunting song 
that soars high. 

With pounding drumbeats, eighties synth and 
fuzzy reverb-rich guitar riffs, the single “Shell Games” 
(available for free download from Saddle Creek Re- 
cords) has got pop appeal and indie rock soul. 

The naive teenager that first showed up on the in- 
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dependent music scene in 1997 with a quivering voice, 
drum machine and guitar is long gone. In his place 
stands a talented and dynamic musician who in the 
last five years has come into his own. 

“Haile Selassie,” a mesmerizing song filled with 
references to Zion and the Queen of Sheba, is a 
catchy piece of music that sounds like it belongs on the 
soundtrack of an acid-fueled science-fiction movie. 

The bizarre words of Refried Ice Cream guitar- 
ist Denny Brewer that show up throughout the album 
to talk about pomegranates, phase-shifting reptile 
people and Sumerian tablets are strange, but they feel 
right at home nestled between the tracks. 

The introspective album is filled with a number of 
great songs, but with only ten tracks The People’s Key 
feels short. For a final album it’s frustratingly unsatis- 
fying. At times listeners can’t help but feel like they’re 
being rushed, like Oberst is eager to get back to his 
solo work and the supergroup Monsters of Folk. 

Oberst’s works under the Bright Eyes name will 
always be forced to compete with the raw and emo- 
tional songs of his early career, but for the first time 
in several years Oberst appears to have challenged 
himself to create something new and exciting. 
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Я . ast Sunday started off like any other 
by Joe zorzi Sunday. I woke up around noon feeling 
photos by dehydrated and wanting to go back to 
eric weinstein sleep. I got out of bed, grabbed a cup of cof- 

fee and sat on the couch. My day was planned 
around writing papers for classes I could care 
less about. As my ass hit the cushion, I felt my 
pocket start vibrating. It was Eric Weinstein, the 
president of the Rutgers Review. Fuck he’s going 
to make me do some kind of work. I hesitated 
and then answered. 

“Hello?” I answered. 

“Yo, what are you doing today?” 

“Uh... Гуе got a paper due tomorrow, why?” 

“Shit. Titus Andronicus is filming a music 
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be a loser 


titus andronicus video shoot 


video in a basement in New Brunswick today!” 
“No way! ГЇЇ be there!” 

I quickly forgot about the paper (which I nev- 
er did end up finishing) and got myself ready. I 
found out they’d be shooting a video for the song 

“No Future Part Three: Escape From No Future”, 
so I made sure to get those lyrics memorized in 
time. 

Fast forward to seven o’clock. Eric, Sharanya, 
and I head over to the infamous Fuck Mountain 
where the Titus Andronicus shoot was going to 
take place. They already shot some scenes for 
the video in Little Egg Harbor and Asbury Park 
and were heading to Jersey City right after they 
finished up in the Brunz. The director, Tom 


Scharpling (known for his radio show The Best Show 
оп WFMU) was kind enough to talk to me about the 
music video as the band and filming crew were set- 
ting up. 

“Right now, when everybody thinks of New Jersey, 
it’s either the Jersey Shore, or it’s the Sopranos, or the 
Real Housewives of New Jersey. Or they think it’s just 
like what they see over by Newark Airport. That’s 
all they ever know. And there’s so much more in the 
state,” Scharpling explained on the concept of the 
video. “Гуе lived my whole life here. And the band 
is New Jersey and their album is so, kind of, proud 
of being from here. So, it’s meant to be kind of like 
drawing a line in the sand a little bit.” 

I was really interested to see how this would work 
out, being that Fuck Mountain’s basement is pretty 
small and Titus Andronicus is, well, pretty damn 
big (Their album The Monitor was ranked 10th on 
Pitchfork’s Top 50 Albums of 2010). It turned out 
they kept the crowd very small to give the video a 
truly intimate, “we’re-all-best-friends” vibe. 

“If we were going to do something open to every- 
body it would’ve been at Court Tavern. They were 
trying to be very accommodating to us but it was just 
their schedules tight,” Scharpling said. He grew up 
around the New Brunswick area in a time when the 
Court Tavern was where everything went down. But, 
as time went on he noticed a transition to basement 
shows. “In different communities, when the scene 
kind of cycles back through again it starts as basic 
and kind of lean and mean. It’s like a reclaiming of 
the scene. And that’s what these basement shows are, 
so we're getting a chance to pay tribute to that, which 
is kind of exciting. It’s authentic and it’s what’s actu- 
ally going on in New Brunswick.” And he’s right. I 
went to a Bummer Sanders show a few weeks back 
in the same basement and it’s truly what the New 
Brunswick music scene’s about right 
now. 

Once the equipment was set up, 
they filmed us coming down the 
stairs in groups of three. Being the 
obnoxious person I am, I ran down 
the stairs with my tongue out and 
devil horns up to make sure I was 
bringing enough rock’n’roll to the 
table. I took my spot right in the 
front of the crowd. Once everyone 
was done filing in, Titus Androni- 
cus played us a few songs to get our 
adrenaline up for the actual music 


left page: Patrick Stickles 
checks out Fuck Mountain 
right: Tom Scharpling gives in- 
structions to his hipster slaves! 
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video. After an original and a Ramones cover, the 
big-bearded Patrick Stickles 
nounced that at this time we were all going to have 


(vocals/guitar) an- 
to “pretend to rock out” for a little bit. This was the 
official start of the filming of the music video. The 
cameraman and woman were right there with us in 
the crowd and we all did our best to bounce around 
without breaking the equipment. The song starts out 
fairly slow and everyone sang along but it was hard 
to bring too much energy in the beginning. The song 
built and everybody started rocking out. 

Three quarters of the way through the song, Pat- 
rick pointed at me and sang the refrain “You will al- 
ways be a loser” and then kindly told me not to worry, 
I was still a good guy. All of us began screamed our 
little hearts out and clapping to the beat. Patrick and 
guitarist Amy Klein were getting right in the crowd 
and screaming the lyrics right back to us. The song 
kept building up and finally hit full force, continuing 
the same refrain. The energy level was so high, and 
everyone looked like they were having the times of 
their lives. 

After doing two takes for the video, they were told 
they had to wrap things up so they’d be on time for 
the Jersey City shoot. But Patrick said he couldn’t go 
without giving us one more live song. He grabbed 
his harmonica and they started jamming. They fin- 
ished up and Patrick took a picture with all of us in 
the crowd hovered around a sign that read “FUCK 
MOUNTAIN New Brunswick”. It was the perfect 
way to end such an incredible event. It’s not everyday 
someone gets the opportunity to be a part of a mu- 
sic video, especially for such a great band in such an 
intimate venue. Titus Andronicus were really some 
of the most genuine and kind people Гуе met in the 
music business — even if they do believe that I will 
always be a loser. 
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pon taking the stage at the Rutgers Stu- of Circa Survive not only left behind a night for the 
dent Center on February 17th, the crowd Rutgers Community to remember, but also some 


instantly responded to the contortionist insight as to what keeps them going, what keeps 


and fluid movements of Circa Survive’s frontman them writing, and how to stick around when the 
Anthony Green. After Green had asked the crowd only thing left to do is bail. 

to “please, pretty please, stay on the ground,” dur- So, what brings you guys to Rutgers? 

ing the tail end of Circa’s set, the room absolutely Well, we live super close and we had a bit of time off 
exploded while he flew into the crowd along with апа we just jumped at the opportunity to play close 
thousands of strips of confetti. Green and the rest by before the new album. It’s nice to be writing and 


playing at home and then getting to do stuff like this. 
And you guys have never played here before, 
right? First time in New Brunswick? 

I used to play house shows around here and I even 
used to go to showws in New Brunswick all the time 
to see Thursday and Kid Dynamite, tons of bands 
here, like ten some years ago. 

It’s amazing that you guys have been together 
for 7 years now, with no break-ups and no new 
members. How have you maintained that and 
how did you build that? 

For us, forCirca, you have to put all of that business 
shit 
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beneath the personal shit. Sometimes 
there are miscommunications or there 
are arguments and you have to ap- 
proach it like youd approach any 
relationship, any romantic relation- 
ship. It’s a lot like that, you have 
to take care of each other and 
make sure everybody’s needs 
are being met. And ifany one 
of these dudes turned to us 
and said “I can’t do it anymore” 
that would be it. I would hate to say 
this, but I feel like if anybody leaves Circa, 
then it’s just not Circa anymore. 
If you had to choose one of you that has pushed 
you to where you are today, who would it be? 
(No hesitation) Colin. 
Was Circa getting together more luck? Or 
things just falling into place at the same time? 
You see, I just don’t believe in luck. I just think that 
coincidences and luck are just all people not wanting 
to see what’s really going on. And maybe things are 
put in place 50% of the time for a reason, and you go 
that other 50%, you know? I just don’t believe in luck. 
You guys have recently started the Creature 
Club. How has that further changed and 
strengthened your relationship with your 
fans? 
Well, people who join the Creature Club get to come 
and hang, which is sweet. But I didn’t want to put it 
up on the website like ‘yeah, we will hang with you at 
the show, because there were shows where I couldn’t 
be there or make the sound check, but the people who 
do that, they get hours of our hang-out time. There’s 
this girl from San Antonio who flew to five of the 
shows on the tour and I see her and I’m like ‘Ohhh 
hey what's up?’ Like I know what’s going on in her life, 
I know what’s happening with her sister. And I’m not 
saying that that’s the way it is with all of them, but it’s 
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sweet to be able to have die-hard fans get a little bit 
more out of it. 

Are there ever times when you feel like giving 
up? Can you put a time limit on it? 

There’s a weird part of me that wants to see how far 
we can take this, and there’s another part of me that 
just doesn’t give a shit about it getting any bigger than 
it is. And I think that’s sort of defeatist, because ev- 
erybody always wants to get bigger, but I just want 
to get better and I don’t really want to worry about 
being a giant. I used to think about that. I wanted to 
be on the radio and have videos, but so much of that 
changes, and radio’s dead and there aren’t videos that 
get played anymore that matter. Like, I just want to 
keep doing it; I just want to keep going. We don’t want 
to ‘change the world with our music’. But I would love 
to inspire somebody else that could possibly change 
the world. 

You now have more popularity than ever be- 
fore. Has this spurred more or less inspiration 
in your writing? 

I feel like it never really stops. There are times when 
you get blocked and you don’t feel like you can write, 
but I feel like if you’re doing it right then you're always 
expanding what 15 inspiring to you. A lot of people 
have a hard time writing after they get a little taste of 
success, but I have so much more shit going on in my 
life with him [4-month-old James being cradled in his 
arms] and being married and the band and there’s 
never a time when you question inspiration. It’s just 
always all around you. And if you’re not feeling it 
you're not looking hard enough, you re not trying. 
With all of the tragedy we’ve experienced this 
past year at Rutgers, as well as the loss of so 
many young teens across the nation, what 
words of wisdom can you offer to your young 
fans? 

I think that life...it’s hard and terrifying and scary, as 
it is amazing and beautiful and rewarding. And when 
you re going through all of the amazing shit, it’s hard 
to remember how bad it is, and when уоште going 
through all of the bad shit, it’s like, impossible, impos- 
sible to remember how good it is. So I guess the only 
advice I would say, and I’m not good at giving advice, 
and I wouldn’t take my own advice, is to remember 
that. Remember that it turns itself around and it al- 
ways does. There’s never a reason to bail, you know? 
Things always end up getting better. And then they 
get worse again. And then they get better again. And 
you've gotta stick around for all of it. 
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lucky street 


an interview with Go Radio’s Alex Reed 
by Sonia Karas 


fter forming in 2007, Go Radio has proved to be a 
A true creative force in the Alternative Rock scene, 

and in the music community as a whole. Jason 
Lancaster (Lead Vocals, Guitar), Alex Reed (Guitar, Vo- 
cals), Matt “Burns” Poulos (Bass, Backup Vocals), and Steven 
Kopacz (Drums, Backup Vocals) released their first EP, Do 
Overs and Second Chances together in 2010 with Fearless 
Records, which has made its way to the iPods and hearts of 
many fans. A year later, Go Radio headed back to the studio 
to record their first full-length album Lucky Street, due to 
be released on March 1, 2011. Alex Reed took some time to 
talk about Go Radio, Lucky Street, and their upcoming tours. 


Sonia Karas: As a band, do you feel that you have 
experienced growth musically in the past year since 
the last record? 

Alex Reed: Absolutely. I think we had a lot more freedom and 
resources on this record to explore different aspects of our 
music. With our first EP, Do Overs and Second Chances we 
had to cram as many ideas into 7 songs as we could without 
slowing it down too much. On this record we had a lot of 
ideas and were encouraged to lay them down. 

How was your experience on the Fearless Friends 
Tour? I know a lot of fans were really excited to see 
you and Mayday Parade on the same stage together. 
It was a great experience and probably one of our most suc- 
cessful tours to date. It was a lot of fun making new friends 
and reuniting with old ones as well. 

With Lucky Street being your first full-length release, 
how is it different from Do Overs and Second Chanc- 
es? 
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We had a lot more time with Lucky Street to really make 
the record we set out to make. With Do Overs and Second 
Chances I think we only had, like, two weeks to record ev- 
erything, which doesn’t really give you enough time to put 
together a cohesive record. Don’t get me wrong, I love what 
we’ ve accomplished with everything we've done, but that be- 
ing said, Lucky Street is the most Go Radio record to date. 
Tell me about your time in the studio - how was it 
working with Tim O’Heir? 
It was great. Tim had a much different approach than we had 
ever really experienced before. We were given a lot of time, 
just the four of us in a small practice space for pre-production, 
to really pull everything together as a band. Once we did that, 
Tim really stepped in to take that to the next level. There was 
a lot more focus on using real strings, pianos, organs, and 
even horns, which I think gives the record a more genuine 
sound. 
Would you say that he helped influence your sound? 
Yes and no. He helped influence without overstepping any 
boundaries or trying to take over. He had a more hands-off 
approach at first, which really pushed us to write our own 
record, and would step in to keep us on track. I think that 
approach definitely influenced how this record turned out. 
Were there any specific events or emotions that in- 
spired the songs on Lucky Street? Did you go into the 
studio with a certain theme or sound in mind? 
That’s more of a question for Jason. I wouldn’t say there is 
Just one specific theme but I think the issues addressed are 
heavier than just the common boy/girl conflicts. We wanted 
to make a well-rounded Rock record and I think we've ac- 
complished that. 


In a genre that is so heavily populated, and where 
many bands begin to sound the same, how do you 
feel that Lucky Street pushes the envelope? 

This time around we didn’t focus as much on what other 
bands were doing, what we should sound like, or what people 
are doing right now in our genre. As soon as you sacrifice 
making the music you love for that of a “tired” genre, you're 
heading in the wrong direction. I think we have broadened 
our sound without alienating our current fan base. 

Out of all the tracks which could have been released, 

you chose “Any Other Heart” and “Lucky Street.” 
What made you come to this decision? 
We didn’t really have any grand master plan with those songs 
coming out first, but I do think those two songs give the lis- 
tener a bit of the evolved rock sound and contain hooks that 
our fans love. 

So far, there has been a lot of positive response to 

“Any Other Heart” and “Lucky Street.” How does it 
feel to have your music so embraced, and is it the 
reaction you expected? 

It feels great. We’ve really had an amazing amount of sup- 


port in the last few years and we couldn’t be more grateful for 
our fans. We know our fans have our backs and that’s a truly 
great feeling. 

You guys have a lot of shows coming up with the new 
record. What are your goals for the next year or so 
with this record? 

To stay on the road playing it and getting it in the hands of as 
many people, young, middle aged or old, as we possibly can. 
And then, of course, world domination ;) 

If you could put together your dream tour with this 
record, what three bands would you have join you? 
Manchester Orchestra, Mumford and Sons, and Frank Turn- 
er. Haha, realistically, I don’t think that would be the most 
cohesive lineup, but it'd be pretty freaking awesome. Jimmy 
Eat World is definitely a collective favorite of all of ours, so Га 


put them up there too. 


Thanks Alex! Go Radio’s “Lucky Street” will be in stores 
and on iTunes on March 1, 2011. То follow Go Radio, check 
out their website www.wearegoradio.com, or on Facebook at 


facebook.com/goradio. 
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CONVENIENCE 
OR 
DEAT 


BY MICHAEL SCHWAB 


“Convenience Store” 


means different things to different people, depending on 
how much they use them. For most, “convenience store” 
means exactly what its name entails: convenience, or 
what the New Oxford American Dictionary describes as 
“a state of being able to proceed with something with little 
effort or difficulty.” Now I’m not saying people walk into 
convenience stores with these words coursing through 
their brains like some kind of weird mantra. Most people 
simply walk into a convenience store, find what they’re 
looking for and walk out, wholly unaware of anything be- 
sides that exact thing they needed at that exact moment, 
which had lead them in in the first place. For the average 
person, then, the convenience store ceases to exist once 
this terse scene is played out. Others view the convenience 
store as an object of novelty. These people usually don’t 
have a specific need for anything until they’ve seen a con- 
venience store. You’ve most likely had an experience like 
this: you're walking down a street and you see a conve- 
nience store up ahead. All the sudden you want a drink or 
a snack. Nothing fancy, just something to keep you com- 
pany as you go about doing whatever it is you do. You walk 
into the store, take plenty of time thinking about what suits 
your fancy and maybe you even take some time to have 
a conversation with the cashier. So what is it about these 
stores that makes them so unavoidable? Here we have a 
business that a) makes it its own personal mission to have 
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THAT SUMMER, HOWEVER, I 
FOUND MYSELF MOVING RIGHT 
INTO THE THICK OF THE JUNGLE: 
TO EASTON AVENUE. 


FEATURE 


exactly what уопте looking for, exactly when you need it and 
b) provides it to you with the least possible amount of physical/ 
emotional stress. Hence, “convenience.” That being said, I’d 
like to share my own personal relationship with one specific 
convenience store during the summer of 2009. I was a fresh- 
man at Rutgers in the 2008-2009 academic year. Natural di- 
sasters and economic downturns devastated the globe, and I 
had not quite managed to escape from my stuffy Cook/ Doug- 
lass dorm. I was a complete stranger to the whimsical excesses 
of the off-campus housing milieu. That summer, however, I 
found myself moving 
right into the thick of the 
jungle: to Easton Avenue, 
the sunset strip of New 
Brunswick, tiny 
apartment right next to 
Old Queens Tavern. You 


can imagine my excite- 


in а 


ment. I could tell the house was shit as soon as I opened the 
door; dirt all over the floor, empty laundry detergent bottles, 
socks, receipts; the kind of stuff that people become so secret- 
ly burdened by that they can’t get themselves to pick the shit 
up before leaving forever. I was only subletting this tiny single 
for the summer, and I didn’t know the guys who would be liv- 
ing with me. The only thing I did know about them was that 
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they weren’t here, which meant the task of making the place 
livable had been relinquished to me by default. I had come to 
New Brunswick with nothing, save some clothes, a mattress 
and a credit card, so I was going to have to start from scratch. 
At first, I was overwhelmed, and maybe a little pissed off. Га 
never lived anywhere by myself, and yet here I was, sprawled 
out on a mysterious couch that smelled like Tabasco Sauce in 
an ashtray, victimized by the summer heat, and to top it off, 
in an apartment Га already paid for that looked, smelled and 
felt danker and darker than any cave Га ever heard of. There 
was definitely a period of despair, 
but I eventually got a grip. I was 
going to clean this house. Then 
organize it. Maybe even person- 
alize it. Then I wouldn’t seem like 
such a lonely bum. 
This is where the convenience 
store comes in. You see, I men- 
tioned I came to the apartment without a lot of things other 
people would think of as necessary and the major one, I real- 
ized, was a car. With no method of transportation, I had only 
New Brunswick to make my house livable. And since I was 
more or less new to the community, the only place that made 
any sense was the convenience store across the street. First, I 
needed cleaning supplies. I walked to the convenience store 
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and easily found what I was looking for: a mop, a broom and 
a dustpan, cleaning solution. The man at the counter rang me 
up with a smile, asked me if Га recently moved in. Why yes, 
I said, I just moved in yesterday, and I told him that he’d be 
seeing a lot of me in the next three months. I was just saying 
it to be friendly, but the clerk had no trouble di- 
vining the true validity of that statement. Min- 
utes later, the house cleaning was going about as 
well as I had expected, considering the outlook 
of drudgery I approached the task with. While 
I realized that much of the dirt was just not go- 
ing to go away because of the decades of neglect 
preceding me, I found the ordering of things, 
the rearranging of furniture, the clearing out of 
drawers to be almost healing, symbolic in a way 
that stay-at-home moms must live and breathe 
by. Once done, the emotional result of my toils 
reminded me of Travis Bickle in Taxi Driver, 
when he says “Опе of these days I’m gonna 
get organizized,” [sic] or something like that. 
Although done through a filter of apathy, the 
work was over and I accomplished it alone. One 
day, while sitting in the dank glow of my nearly- 
clean apartment, I grew hungry. I hadn’t bought 
groceries yet. Luckily, since the summer began, 
I had cultivated a relationship with the local 
pizza-delivery scene. Га already hit most of the 
hot spots on Easton. But no, this was a summer 
to turn new leaves! I was going to cook my own 
meal for once, and I was going to do it through 
whatever I could get at the convenience store. 
The man smiled knowingly as I walked in, with 
the bell tied to the door announcing my arrival 
like some stupid town crier. Га been coming in 
periodically for things like cigarettes, Arizona 
Ice Teas and other useless crap, and ме’ con- 
structed this strained relationship between buy- 
er and seller that made me more nervous than 
it put me at ease. I looked quietly around the 
store and bought the things that made the most 
sense to me: pasta, pasta sauce, eggs, cream cheese, bread, 
a big thing of juice and a box of Snickers Ice Cream Bars. 
The man still had a mystical smile plastered on his face, like 
the Cheshire Cat from Alice In Wonderland. This interaction 
was less congenial than the first one. I remember thinking I 
was being overcharged for certain things, and grudgingly ac- 
cepting the outrageous credit card minimum. And after that, 
the sentiment perpetuated itself as I depended more and more 
on his business. Trash bags, toilet paper, tortillas, water, bat- 
teries, an endless list of mundane crap, whose absence seemed 
to find me every time I turned a corner. I found myself walk- 
ing across the street at least once a day, and angrily, without 
that sedative of complacent consumership that followed me 
in the first time. Suddenly the convenience store man was 
an antagonist to my lack of preparation, pointing out my 
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faults as he swiped my credit card, over, and over, and over, 
again. The summer ended at last, and I happily moved back 
to Cook/ Douglass, this time to an apartment, which entailed 
more freedom, more sociability. Finally I was far away from 
the convenience store, far away from that smug, contempla- 
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tive clerk who become a kind of spectral memento of that long 
stupid summer. That apartment, however, would be my last 
place on Cook/Douglass. It was only a few months into the 
semester that I signed a lease with six other guys to live in a 
house off Hamilton, which is kind of like Easton Ave, only 
more post-apocalyptic. When the next summer came around, 
we all showed up on our first days of freedom to clean the 
house together. We forgot to bring a broom, so we went in 
a group to a convenience store around the corner. The clerk 
stared at us as we approached the counter, a group of young 
men with a handful of cleaning supplies and the look of new 
beginnings. He smiled strangely as he scanned the items. 
“Just moving in?” he said. 
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Cuffed pants are a nice way to show off your sty- 
lin’ boots. A soft pink sweater and wintry cardi- 
gan top off the outfit. I heard people are attrached 
to soft sweaters... 


Scarves and skirts fly in the cool winter breeze, 
but matched with the fur, she keeps warm and 
cozy. (The Rutgers Review does not endorse fur-wearing.) 


She wears a short skirt, but with a long sweater. 
Leggings and boots to boot always can trans- 
form summer clothes into a winter outfit. 


Business casual ... don’t think so, she can’t work 

she’s a Victorian woman. If I were Darcy, І“ 
dig it. But totally refreshing silohouette with shoul- 
der plumige and tight-waisted flattering pencil 
skirt. 


But it’s not harvest time, no need for farm- 
ing, trying to find a farm but she ended up in 
Brower. All jokes aside, she works the denim over- 
alls, over all the flower print button down and had 


rocking kicks. 


read clockwise from top-left 


On the Street 


with Mimi Gabriel 
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he recent development of bi-weekly NJ Transit 


rides in my life has taught me two things: one, 

there’s no need to buy a ticket if you’re only going 
to Edison and two, train-riding is a lot like a recreational 
sport. I mean that in the way most third graders think of 
rec sports: some rely on them as social outlets and stages 
for their athletic abilities, some see them as a high-anxiety 
charade and others just show up for the hot dogs. 

Let’s call the daily riders The Usuals. The Usuals are 
that soccer team that most pre-pubescent youngsters are 
afraid to challenge. They have that ferocious mid-fielder 
who waves his arms around hardcore windmill-style after 
he scores a goal. He’ll kick you in the shins and he un- 
derstands the meaning of ‘off-sides.’ The Usuals on the 
train are, for the most part, suit-clad and briefcase-carry- 
ing. But it’s not only the Wall Street commuters that are 
on this team. The Usuals consist of anyone who makes 
you feel like you’re riding the train the wrong way: your 
face isn’t stern enough, you don’t move quickly enough; 
you board the train with your tie already on, instead of 
putting it on right before you pull into Penn Station like 
you re supposed to. 

The Dreamers are just as bad as The Usuals. The 
Dreamers have a sort of idealistic “Long Road Ahead, 
Travel Into The Sunset” view of train-riding. The journey 
is Just as important as the destination (or more important, if 
you're going to Metro Park). For The Dreamers, train-rid- 
ing is an experience, and no one can take away that experi- 
ence. The Dreamers on the soccer field are the ones squat- 


ting near the 
goal, 
to the ground, 


noses 


unblinkingly 
studying the 
earth (you know, the 
ones who will grow up 

to be Geography majors). 

Then there are the Multi-Taskers, who view train- 
riding strictly as an “in transit” space in which they can 
complete mundane tasks before they arrive at their desti- 
nation. They make grocery lists: “tea, Seltzer, baby car- 
rots, diaper wipes.” They call friends: “Well Tom said the 
plumber was supposed to come tomorrow, so I don’t see 
how we can possibly host the bridge game tonight.” They 
shop: [actual conversation] “Hi, I called earlier about 
your monogrammed sweaters. I found another place that 
could give me the same thing for cheaper, but your es- 
tablishment is closer to Princeton, so I was wondering if 
you could give me a discount.” If Monogrammed Sweater 
Lady had mentioned a town other than Princeton, I would 
have been surprised. 

So does every patron of NJ Transit fit into one of these 
categories? Obviously not. But the thing is, these are the 
most interesting people riding the train. They’re more 
interesting than I am. They’re more interesting than the 
man in the Nikes who is content to stare out the window 
at the passing factories and various body-of-water type 
things. Not that there’s anything wrong with Nikes. 
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XUQUER 


A SHOR 
T 
STORY BY IAN GABRIEL 


arcel flipped open his phone and 
checked the message again, even though 
he already knew what it said: 


“Meet me at Plaza Xuquer at 7. I want to see you 
before I leave.” 

It was now almost 7:45 and he had been sitting on 
a bench in the park at Plaza Xúquer for close to an 
hour. Plaza Xuquer, he thought. How do you even 
pronounce that? 

It was just after dusk and a parade of cast-iron 
lamps cast a dim (but ample) yellow glow over the 
park. As he waited, Marcel people-watched. In the 
middle of the small park, he saw two mothers in 
their late-twenties chatting while their children ran 
around and screamed, as children tend to do. Even 
though it was an unusually warm night for January, 
both women wore long, black, down coats with fur- 
lined hoods. 

To his right, Marcel watched a man and a woman 
(probably university students) smoking a spliff under 
a leafy palm tree, hidden from the yellow light. The 
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dropping her duffle bag onto the bench. She hugged 
him. “You look good, man!” 

“Thanks. You do too. You don’t even look Ameri- 
can anymore. I barely recognized you with your hair.” 

“Please—it’s not that different,” she said, lighting a 
cigarette she had produced from her coat pocket. 

“So what’s this about you leaving?” Marcel asked 
her. “Last time I saw you, you said you wanted to live 
in Valencia forever.” 

“Well things have changed, man. I need to get 
away from Paulo. He’s a real asshole, you know that? 
I broke up with him this morning and he flipped out. 
He threw a plate across the kitchen and it shattered 
everywhere. And it had ketchup on it, so ketchup got 
everywhere too. It looked like a crime scene from CSI 
or something. He’s a real asshole.” 

“I know—that’s why I stopped hanging out with 
him. I’ve been telling you to dump him for a year 
now.” 

“Yeah I know. I should have listened. You’re always 
right, Marcel. Sometimes it gets annoying.” 


woman laughed at something 
the man said and he put his 
arm around her. Behind them, 
an old man with a hefty white 
moustache and a_ tobacco 
pipe walked leisurely across 
the park with his unleashed 
toy poodle. 

Plaza Xúquer, Marcel thought to himself again. 
What does that even mean? Was Xúquer a person? 
Sounds like some Spanish nobleman. They always 
name their streets after some dead nobleman. Maybe 
it’s a river. Or a mountain range. Xuquer. How do 
you even pronounce that? Marcel remembered he 
had an orange in his backpack. He took it out and be- 
gan to peel it, citrus mist evaporating into the warm, 
stagnant алг. 

About halfway through the orange, Marcel looked 
up and saw her walking into the plaza from Calle del 
Serpis. She looked very Spanish, he thought, and her 
hair had gotten darker and shorter since he had last 
seen her. She wore dark brown boots, black tights, 
and a black coat similar to the two mothers’. Over her 
shoulder, she carried a small but swollen duffle bag. 

Marcel stood and she saw him from across the 
park and smiled, continuing towards his bench. 

“You said seven o’ clock,” he said to her once she 
was close enough. 

“It’s great to see you too, Marcel,” she drawled, 


WAS XUQUER A PERSON? SOUNDS 
LIKE SOME SPANISH NOBLEMAN. 
THEY ALWAYS NAME THEIR STREETS 
AFTER SOME DEAD NOBLEMAN. 


“Where are you gonna go?” 

“France. I’m staying with 
Joanie in Lyon for a while, 
then Paris hopefully. I just 
need to get away for a while, 
you know?” 

“I get it. Maybe ГЇЇ come 
visit.” 

“You should! Just don’t bring Paulo —he'll kill me if 
he sees me again.” She laughed and flicked her now- 
finished cigarette towards a palm tree behind them. 

“Гуе gotta go now Marcel, I’m gonna miss my train. І 
just wanted to tell you, you’ve been good to me. Pau- 
lo treats his family like shit, his sister especially, but 
you've been a good brother. I just don’t know when 
ГЇЇ see you next and I wanted you to know that.” 

“And you're a good sister. Even though you’re never 
on time,” Marcel responded, grinning. “One ques- 
tion though, before you leave.” 

“What?” she asked, swinging her duffle over her 
shoulder again and kissing him on the cheek. 

“Why Plaza Xúquer?” 

“Oh I don’t know. I just really like the name Xu- 
quer. Although I still don’t know how the hell to pro- 
nounce it.” 

She turned and walked back the way she came. 
Marcel stayed on his bench for a while, watching her 
walk away, inhaling the warm, citrus, cigarette air 
and basking in the yellow glow. 
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orris Beldrick contemplated the reper- 
cussions of bringing the blade to his face. 
Would he be the same man afterwards, 


or a marred and unbeautiful scourge destined to 
hide his broken countenance? Morris played with the 
blade, dragging it across the tips of his fingers and 
letting the weight scrape into the convolutions of his 
fingerprints. He considered his next move. Would he 
even have the fortitude to commit to the mutilation 
and destruction of what countless others had chris- 
tened “angelic,” “breathtaking,” and “inspiring in 
its perfection”? Glowering into the mirror, even the 
graveness with which Morris stared at his reflection 
could not dim the glow of his features. Symmetrical, 
orderly, and even-colored, Morris was a proud, but 
humbled man. 

It was morning. Spring outside, he noted with mel- 
ancholy. Or almost spring, rather — that time when 
the trees are barren, but newborn grass has started 
to take root and the birds have only just begun to 
chirp salubriously from having survived another bar- 
ren stretch of winter. Still, the belligerent drunk that 
is winter was not yet ready to stumble home after its 
3-month bender and had emptied the freezing, dewy 
contents of its stomach across the bar-bathroom-floor 
of the Northeast. Outside, Morris heard shrieks of 
laughter. 

My children, he thought. Gazing out the conden- 
sation-coated window, Morris saw them, wrapped up 
in windbreakers and chasing each other around the 
yard, his wife standing guard over them, not yet aware 
of her husband’s vigil two stories overhead. His focus 
returning, Morris directed his attention towards the 
task at hand. My children, he thought again. They 
won't even recognize me anymore. His eyes welled 
up; contemplating just what kind of man could reach 
such levels of desperation to do this to his family. You 
are weak, he thought to himself. You are a weak man. 

Again, his pale blue eyes drifted towards the 
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window. As he stared blankly 
at his family, Morris’ mind ran 
through an infinite number 
of counterfactual iterations of 
what life would be like after he 
plunged the perfection his exis- 
tence once knew into such dark- 
ness. Would my children be all 
right? How would my wife deal 
with the damage? Would they 
even look at me the same way? 
Morris questioned anxiously. No, 
he thought. I will not be owned 
by my apprehension. This 15 
Com- 
mit to your decision; let the fate 
you have chosen wash over the 


no time for weakness. 


shores of your being. Sternly, 
Morris stared into the mirror 
with the intensity of man who 
has been pushed to the brink. 

Taking one last, sorrowful 
glance into the yard at his chil- 
dren and wife, Morris whispered 
the words “I hope you’ll remem- 
ber me.” To Morris’ surprise, his 
wife turned around and met his 
eyes. 

“Моггу, what the fuck are you 
doing? We’re going to be late 
for shul if you don’t finish up al- 
ready, for chrissakes!” 

“Alright, alright, calm down! 
ГЇЇ be done in 10 minutes!” 

Morris Beldrick pressed the 
blade to his face and made the 
first cut into his symmetrical, or- 
derly, and even-colored beard. 

“Stupid bitch,” he muttered. 
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IP THE SLUSH UP 


ed pants old punk New Brunswick veteran 

confided in me softly today: “This world is 

turning into shit.” No, he wasn’t referenc- 
ing the rioting in Bahrain or the protests in Madison. 
He was pissed off that his bike, complete with basket- 
carrying half-drunk Miller High-Lifes, was getting 
stuck in the skinny paths amidst the snow. If the cre- 
ative, “I hate the snow” Facebook statuses didn’t give 
away the hint, I’m telling you now that there has been 
an unprecedented amount of snowfall this winter, and 
not everyone digs it. 

The hostile reactions of college kids against yet an- 
other snowstorm seemed normal to me until confront- 
ed with the attitude of my eleven-year-old brother. 
Robbie woke me up sleeping on my parent’s couch the 
week before school started with a huge smile on his 
face. The fear of being a bad big sister forced me to get 
up at 9 am to go sledding on the local hot spot, nick- 
named ‘sewer hill’... for obvious and ignored reasons. 

I remembered when snow was associated with no 
school, Santa, and hot chocolate. I was really getting 
into sledding until I ate shit and really hurt my hip. As 
I was laying on the ground with my brother laughing 
at me, I realized that snow isn’t just a form of precipi- 
tation. It is a marker in our transition into adulthood. 
WE’RE OLD. 

Snow in New Brunswick isn’t white; it’s various 
shades of gray and shit. It doesn’t bring out sledders. 


by emma rackmil 


BRUNSWICK 
ISN'T WHITE; 
IT’S VARIOUS 


Instead, underpaid workers 
and creepy landlords emerge 
at first snowfall and my room- 
mate has to hide the illegal cat 
we own again so our landlord 
won't evict her. Classes wont AND SHIT 

be cancelled and we will still 

have to walk to work. We can’t wear nice shoes and 
there are only so many majestic snow penises we can 
sculpt before the cold turns into a bore. 

Driving conditions are terrible; especially in New 
Brunswick where you all should be assuming every 
driver is drunk or talking on a cell phone at any given 
time. (I mean, seriously, how many times have you 
heard someone say they were almost, kind of, or fully 
hit by cars on College Ave.?). Brower employees must 
have a serious lunch-tray deficit when it snows, and 
Rutgers professors send us strange excuses for not 
coming to school when it’s snowing, but it’s not a snow 
day. In the crevices of Hub City remains the slush that 
is treated with disgust. But if the snow refuses to relent 
this year, we may as well all put on our Wellies and get 
on with our lives. 

So, it’s more than snow. The world isn’t getting 
worse, our attitudes are. We may as well put on some 
ugly boots, grab a High-Life and forget about riding a 
bike when there’s a foot of snow on the ground. Spring 
is Just around the corner. 
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SHADES OF GRAY 
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